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where Chaney was lecturing on chemistry, astronomy, and
occultism. They had friends among the astrologers, were
well thought of, occupied a position of leadership in their
cult. Flora seems to have loved Chaney, and was eager to be
married to him, but Chaney was too busy lecturing to the
Philomatheans on " The Phenomena of Physical, Intellectual,
Moral, and Spiritual Life" to be bothered with anything so
mundane as marriage.

When Jack London was twenty-one years old he wrote to
Chaney to ask if he was his father. On June 4, 1899, twenty-
four years to the day after the appearance of the Chronicle
article, Chaney replies to his inquiry, addresses him as
"Dear Sir," agrees to "comply with his wish to observe
silence and secrecy," and gives his own version of the
happenings leading to Flora's attempted suicide. "I was
never married to Flora Wellman," writes Chaney, "but she
lived with me from June u, 1874, until June 3, 1875. I was
impotent at that time, the result of hardship, privation, and
too much brain work. Therefore I cannot be your father,
nor am I sure who your father is."

Acceding to Jack's plea to help him determine who his
father was, Chaney repeats the gossip that linked Flora's
name with two other men in the spring of 1875, but readily
admits that he "knows nothing of his own knowledge."
He then pens one of the most heartbreaking pages ever
written, "There was a time when I had a very tender
affection for Flora; but there came a time when I hated
her with all the intensity of my intense nature, and even
thought of killing her and myself, as many a man has under
similar circumstances. Time, however, has healed the
wounds and I feel no unkindness toward her, while for you I
feel a warm sympathy, for I can imagine what my emotions
would be were I in your place. . .. The Chronicle published
that I turned her out of doors because she would not submit
to an abortion. This was copied and sent broadcast over the
country. My sisters in Maine read it and two of them
became my enemies. One died believing I was in the wrong.
All others of my kindred, except one sister in Portland,